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by Mr. Dawad Mahomed and the whole settlement began to value
the golden worth of the boy. He became a loved member of
my family. But Phoenix was not enough for him. He liked the
life but he wanted scope for his literary and political tastes. He
wanted to fight his country's battles. He felt a call. He thought
(I think erroneously) that it was necessary for him to go to London
and become a barrister, if he was to do any good. He was the
idol of his father. He went to London amid the good wishes of all.
In London he soon made himself loved wherever he went. He
applied himself to study. And I know that he used to go to Hamp-
stead Heath, sit on the damp grass, read his favourite poets and
lose himself in dreams. He used even to compose poems which,
those who can judge tell me, were promising.

But it was ordained that Hoosen was not to live. The dread
disease that destroyed his body began its operations upon it in
London. He tried many cures. He was under the treatment of
specialists. He rallied for a time, but was never cured. He re-
turned to Durban and felt better. Dr. Adams, who loved
Hoosen, treated him with rare attention. He was better, but only
better. He was longing to go to England and study. He went
to India and saw it with the eye of reverence. He said, in one
of his many letters to me, that he wanted not to see the stone
work of India; he wanted to see its heart. He went with his father
and a distinguished company to the Holy Shrine in Arabia. The
pilgrimage made a lasting impression on him. In one of his letters,
he broke into raptures over the powers of the Prophet who could
summon millions, year after year, to pay their homage to the
Creator in this special manner. Thence the party proceeded to
Constantinople whilst the war with Italy was going on. Young
Hoosen was really his father's guide and friend. The whole company
leant on him during this visit. The highest in Turkey were seen
by them. There, too, in that strange land, Hoosen became the
favourite of those who came in contact with him. He parted
company with his father there. His second Mecca was London*
He must go there to finish his studies. But the fiend never let go
the grip of him. He was suddenly taken ill. Mr. Dawad
Mahomed received a cable, saying that Hoosen was returning.
It told its own tale. The father knew that the son was returning
to die in his lap, and so he died, conscious to the last moment, in
the lap of a father whose love was rare. (I had almost said, super-
natural.) Mr. Dawad Mahomed became Hoosen's exclusive
nurse. For five long months and more, this loving father never
left the side of Hoosen's bed. It was a privilege to me to make a